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® u t for my Sport,2nd Profit: I hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that ’cwixt my Cheets 
She ha’s done my Office. I know not if t be true, 
But I, for meerc fufpition in that kinde. 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him : 

Caffio's a proper man: Let me fee now. 

To get his Place, and to plume vp my will 
In double Knaucry. How? How? Let's fee. 

After fomc time, to abufe Othello * 1 2 s eares. 

That he is too familiar with his wife: 

He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe 
To be fufpetfted: fram'd to make women falfe. 

The Moore is of a freehand open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo. 
And will as tenderly be lead by’th'Nofc 
As Affes are: 

I haue’e: it is engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth, to the worlds light. 


The Tragedie of Othello 


Alius Secundus . Seen a Trim a. 


Enter MontUno/wd two (j 'ent lemon. 

Men, What from the Cape, can you difeerne at Sea? 

1 .Gent, Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood; 

I cannot’twixc the Heautn, and the Maine, 

Defcry aSaile. 

Mon. Me thinks,the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re fhooke our Battlements: 

If it hath ruftiand fo vpon the Sea, 

What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them. 
Can hold the Morties. Wbat (hall wc heare of this? 

2 A SegregationoftheTurkifh Fleet: 

For do but (land vpon the Foaming Shore, 

1 The chidden Billow feemes to pelt the Clowds, 

The winde-fhak’d-Surge- with high & monftrous Maine 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Bcare, 

And quench the Guards of ch’euer-fixcd Pole: 

I neuer did like molleftation view 
On the enchafcd Flood, 

Men, ifthattheTurkifhFleete 
Be not enfhclcer’d, and embay'd, they are drown’d. 

It is impoflible to besre it out. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

!■ 3 NewesLaddes: our warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turkes, 

That their defignement halts. ANoble (hip of Venice, 
Hath feene a greeuous wracke and fufierance 
On moft part of their Fleet, 

Ttion. H6w?Isthistrde? 

j The Ship is heere put in.* A VercnfteffitJMichetelCttjfio 
tieutenanc to the warlike Moore, Othello, 

Is come on Shore . the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 

And is in full Coramiffidri'hecre for Cyprus. 

Mon, Iamgladon’c: 

’Tis a worthy Gouernour. ‘ • ' 

3 Bur this fame Cajfio. though hefpeake of comfort. 
Touching the Turkish Ioffe, yet he lookes fadly. 

And praye the Moore be fafe; for they were parted 
Wttfh foviil^ and violent Tempeft, 

Mon, Pray Heauens he be: 



For I haue feru’d him, and the man command 
Like a full Soldier. Let’s to the Sea-fide ft, \ 

As well to fee the Veffcll that’s come in ^ ° 3 ' 

As to throw-out our eyes for braue Othello 
Eucn till we make the Maine, and th’Eriall bli 
An indiftincf regard. 

Cent. Come,let’s do fo; 

For euery Minute is cxpc&ancie 
Of more Arriuancie. 


evv. 


Enter Cetjfio. 

Cajfi. Thankesyou, the valiant of the warlik.m 

That lo approoue the Moore: Oh let the Hea 11 e * 

Giue him defence againtt the Elements Uen * 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous Sea* 

Mon. Is he wcllftiip’d? 

Cfitfto. His Barke is ftoutly Timber’d,and his P v l n . 
Ofveric expert, and approu’d Allowance; > ot 
Therefore my hope’s (not furfetced to dea’tM 
Stand in bold Cure. } 

Within, ASaile,aSaile,aSaile, 

Cajfio. What noilc ? 

Cent. The Townc is empty; on the brow o’th’S, 
Stand rankes of Pcoplc.and they cry,aSaile. ° Ca 

Cajfio. My hopes do (hape him for tbeGouernor 
Gent. They do difeharge their Shot of Courted’ 
Our Friends, at leaft. * 

C a Jfi°- I pray you Sir, go forth. 

And giue vs truth who ’ti* that is arriu’d. 

Cjent. I (hall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Lieutenant, is your GenAallwiu’d? 

Ccjfiw. Mo ft fortunately : he hath atchieu'd a Maid 
That paragons dei'cription,and wildeFaroe: 

One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens, 

And in th’effentiall Vefture of Creation, 

Do’s tyre the j ngeniuer. 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now? Who ha’s put in? 

Cjent, ’Tis on dago, Auncient to the General!. 
Cajfio, Ha’s had moft fauourable,and happielpeed: 
Tempefts themfelue*, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The guttcr’d-Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 

T raitors enfteep’d, to endogge the guiltleffe Keele, 

As hauing fence ofBeautie, do omit 
Their mortall Natures,letting go fafely by 
The Diuine Defdemona, 

Mon, What is fhe ? 

Cajfio. She that I fpake of: 

Our great Captains Captaine, 

Left in the condudl of the bold Iago, 
Wnolefootingheereanticipatcs our thought's, 

A Senights fpeed. Great loue, Othello guard. 

And fwell his Saile with thine ownc powrefull breath, 
That he may blcffe thlsBay with his tall Ship, 
Makeloues quicke pants in Defdemonaes Atmes, 

Giue renew’d fire to our extinded Spirits. 

; .«.• • 1 lliVVJfd • ! . »A 

Enter Defdtmornt,Iaoo t RddoriJo,nndty£mitia. 

Oh behold, * * 

The Richesofthe Ship is come on fhore: 

You men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees, 

Haile to thee Ladid': and the grace of Heiuen?, 

Before, behlnde thee, and on euery hand 
Enwhecle thee round. 

Def. I thanke you. Valiant Cajfio , 

What tydings can you tell ofrny Lord? 
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Ca[. He is not.yec arriu’d,nor know I ought 
gut that he's wcll,and will be fliorcly heere. 

Vcf. Oh,but Ifeare : 

How loft you company? 

Caffio. The great Contention of Sea, and Skies 
parted our fellowftiip. But hearken Saile. 

Within. A Saile,a Saile. 
gent. They giue this greeting to the Cittadcll : 
yhis likewife is a Friend. 

Cajfio. Sec for theNcwes: 

Good Ancient,you are welcome. Welcome Miftris : 
Let it not gaule your patience (good logo} 

That I extend my Manners. Tis my breeding, 

That giucs me this bold fhew of Curcefic* 

I Ago. Sir, would (lie giue you fomuch of her lippes, 

As of her tongue (he oft beftowes on me, 

•You would haue enough. 

Def Alas: fheha'snofpccch, 

I ago. Infaith too much : 

I finde it ftill,whcn I haue leauc to fleepe. 

Marry before your Lady (hip,I grant, 

She puts het tongue a little in her h^arc. 

And chides with thinking. 
i/iLmil, You haue little caufe to fay fo. 
lago. Come on,»come on: you are Pictures out of 
doore: Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit¬ 
chens -.Saintsin your Injuries: Diucls being offended : 
Players in your Hufwifcrie, and Hufwriucs in your 
Beds. 

Def. Oh,fie vpon thee,Slanderer. 

Ugo. Nay,itistrue :or elfel amaTurke, 

You rife to play,and go to bed to worke. 
v£mil. You (hall not write my praife. 

Ugo • No,let me not. 

( De\de • What would’ft write ofmc,ifthoufliould'ft 
praife me? 

Ugo. Oh,gentle Lady,do not put me too,t, 

Fori am nothing, if not Criticall. 

Def. Cocnc on, aflay. 

There's one gone to the Har bour? 

Ugo. I Madam. 

Def. I am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing I am,by Teeming otherwife. ' 

Come,how would’(I thou praife me ? 

Ugo. I am about it,but indeed my inuention comes 
from my pate, as Birdlyme do*s from ^rceze,it pluckes 
out Braines and all. But my Mufe labours, and thus fhe 
is deliuer’d. 

If [be hcfjtre.and wife: faireneffe,and wit, 

The ones for vfe, the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well prais’d: 

How if fhe be Blacke and Witty ? 

lago. If fhe he blacke y and thereto banc a wit ; 

Skeie find a white y that foall her blackncffe fit* 

Def. Worfe,and worfe. 
t/Emil. HowifFaire.and Foolifii^ 

Ugo. She neuer jet waifooli[h that was ftire , 

For eucn herfollj he/pt her to an he ire, 

Defde. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 
laugh i’tlTAlchoufc. What miferable praife haft thou 
for her that's Foulc.and Foolifh. 

Iago. There s none fo fettle andfoolifh thereunto , 

But do's foule prankspkichfairc,and wife-oncs do* 

Defde. Oh heauy ignorance: thou praifeft the word 
be ft. But what praife could’ft thoubeftowon a defer¬ 
ring woman indeed ?One, that in the auchorichy of Tier 


meric, did iuftly put on ihc vouch of very malice lc 
fclfc. 

Ugo. She that was euerfaire y and neuer proud , 

Had Tongue at will,and jet was neuer loud r 
Neuer lack} Gold,and jet went neuer gaj f 
Fled from her wifh ,andjet faidnow I maj . 

She that being angredher reuenge being nie, 

Tad her wrong flay y and her dtjpleafure flic ; 

She that in wifedome neuer was fo fraile , 

To change the Cods-headfor the Salmons taile : 

She that could ibinkg,and neur difclofe her mind\ 

See Suitors following,and not looke behind: 

She was a wight t (jfeuerfitch wightes were ) 

Def To do what ? 

Iago • To fuckje Fooles .andchronicle fmallBecre . 

Defde. Oh moft lame and impotent condufion. Do 
not Ieame of him tAEmillia, though he be thy husband. 
How fay you {Cajfio) is he not a moft prophanCjand li- 
bcrall Counfailor ? 

Cajfio . He fpeakes home (Madam) you may rcllifh 
him more in the Souldier,then in the ScHoiler. 

Iago. He takes* her by the palme : I, well laid, whif» 
per. With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great 
a Fly as Cajfio. I fmile vpon her, do: I will giue thee 
in chine owue Courtfhip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed. 
Iffuch tricks as thefe ftrip you out ofyour Licutcftan- 
trie 3 it had beene better you had not kils’d ybur three fin¬ 
gers fo oft,which now againe you ate moftapt to play 
the Sirjn, Very good : wellkifs’d, and excellent Curt- 
fie : \\s fo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your 
lippes ? Would they were Cluftcr-pipes for your 
fake. 

The Moore I know his Trumpet. 

Cajfio, Tis truely fo. 

Def. Let’s meete him, and recieue him. 

Cajfio, Loe,vvhcre he comes. 

Enter Othello } and Attendants. 

Orb. 0 ,my faire Warriour. 

( Dcfi My deer c Othello. 

Othe. It giues me wonder great,as my content 
To fee you heere before me. 

Oh my Soules Ioy .• 

If after euery Tempeft,come fuch Calmcs, 

May the windes blow,till they haue waken'd death : 

And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from Heauen. If it were now to dye, 

Twcrenow cobemofthappy. For Ifeare, 

My Soule hath her content fo abfolute, 

That not another comfort like to this, 

Succeedes in vnknowne Fate. 

Def. The Heauens forbid 
But that cur Loues 
And Comforts fhould encreafe 
Euen as our dayes do grow* 

Othe . Amen to rhac(fweet Powers) 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 

II ftoppes me heere: it is too much of ioy. 

And this,and this the greateft difeords be « 

That ere our hearts £hall make. 

Ugo* Oh you are well tun’d now: But lie fet downe 
the peggs that make this Muficke,as honeft as I am. N 

Otbe. ( 
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